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Falling 


Author's Notes: 
I'm going to post the cutest picture of Dave in his jumpsuit in the gallery if anyone is interested, 


"You alright?" 
| snapped my head, glaring at him. 
"Fuck, you're wound up tight, aren't you?" 


Taking a deep breath, | tried to steady myself before speaking. | didn't want him to know just how scared | 


really was. "l'm fine." 


He muffled a laugh, scratching his upper lip. Quickly, he glanced up into his rear view mirror, then turned his 
face to me. "You're a fucking riot. You look like you're about to piss your pants." 


"Aw, c'mon, Dave, like you weren't nervous the first time you did it" 


He scoffed, raising his eyebrow. "I wasn't" 

"Fuck, that's bull shit 

"No, it's not. | wasn't scared at all" 

This time | caught the playful gleam in his eyes when they slyly darted my way. 


He liked seeing me like this. | think that's the whole reason he asked me to do this with him. It wasn't that he 


wanted to share a meaningful experience with me; it was that he wanted to see me shit-eating scared. 
"You better not puss out on me" He scowled, pointing his finger my way. 
| felt my voice come out with way more determination than | felt. "I'm not!" 


"Calm down there, Junior." He patted my knee. "It's just one jump. It's not like we're doing a series of 


accelerated freefalls or anything like that. All you have to do is get out the plane. Its no big deal” 
Fuck, no big deal? No big deal? 

No 

Big 

Deal?! 


| was going to throw myself out of a speeding plane..at 10,000 feet..a piece of fucking fabric was the only thing 
that was going to keep me from falling to my death. 


And it was no big deal? 

Was he fucking crazy? Shit, of course he was; like | didn't already know that. 

| felt the pressure of my blood pounding in my throat as Dave turned the car down the dirt road leading us to 
the airplane hangar. How was | going to make it through this without pissing on myself? How was | going to 
force myself to do it at all? 

Wordlessly, we walked from the car to the hangar. A cool, Arizona-morning breeze sifted through my hair as 
we walked. Dave's black, paratrooper boots crunched on the gravel in front of me. | felt almost hypnotized, 


bodiless as | made my way to the hangar following behind him. 


Why did he want me to do this? To prove to him that | was a man? Or was that why / was doing it? Was | an 


equal in his eyes if | did this? | was fucking jumping out of an airplane to prove my worth? What was fucking 
wrong with me? 


Dave stopped to look up into the sky. His eyes squinted as he brought his hand up to shield them from the 


sun's glare. 
"Well, it looks like a good day for it” 


| looked up and then back to him. "It does?" 


When my mouth dropped open, he started laughing. 
My eyes narrowed. "Fuck you, man" 
"You should have seen the look on your face when | said that. It was priceless!" 


He pushed my shoulder and then | pushed his back harder, causing him to stumble. He regained his footing and 


took hold of my arm, yanking me near him. 

"You can do this, Junior. | know you can. Besides, I'll be right beside you. | won't let anything happen. | promise." 
"You won't?" 

"No" His voice quieted and his eyelids lowered. "| can't. | need you." 

| felt my face soften, my body relax and warm underneath my skin. "You do?" 

"Of course | do. Who else can play the bass line for ‘Peace Sells‘?" 


He smiled when my jaw tightened and my brow pinched. What a sadistic fucker. He knew how much | needed his 
reassurance, that | wasn't just a hole he liked to put his dick into. 


"Hey, c'mon" He placed his hand on my shoulder. "I got something hot planned for you after we make the jump." 


"You do? What?" 


He smirked and leaned away from me. Just before he turned his back to me, he knocked me in the gut with 


his helmet. 


"Now you'll have to survive the jump to find out, won't you?" 


| stood there for a minute, watching him walk into the hangar. He threaded an elastic tie onto a fistful of red 
hair as his helmet dangled off his wrist from its strap. | liked the way he looked in his jumpsuit, how the silky, 
yellow fabric loosely hugged his frame. You could see just how thick his thighs were in it, the curve of his ass. 
Years of kick boxing and tae kwon do had changed his body from a thin heroin addict's to a thick, muscle- 
etched man's. | was getting ready to jump to my death for him, but somehow my cock was eagerly stirring 
like it didn't care. It wanted to know what he was up to, what he had planned for me. 


He turned to wave me in. "C'mon, Junior." 


Half an hour later | was in a plane, taxiing down a flight strip. Dave was sitting on a bench opposite me, wearing 
goggles, grinning like the Cheshire cat from underneath his white helmet. 


"Don't look so pissy," he yelled over the plane's motor. "Trust me, after this you're going to thank me." 


Thank him? Thank him for making me skydive, or thank him for whatever this hot sexual thing was that he 
had planned for us? Shit, if | died, how was | going to appreciate anything? 


He looked over his shoulder through the plane window, and then turned back to me. "Almost there, Junior. 
Almost there." 


He unbuckled his seat belt and lowered to his knees in front of me. The smile on his face never wavered as he 
tightened all the buckles on his harness and then began tightening mine. When he got to the ones strapped 
around my groin, he pressed the palm of his hand into my crotch. | could see his body hitch with a chuckle 
when he looked up into my face. Of course | was hard. | was terrified out of my god-forsaken mind. That's how 


| reacted to fear. He was the one who conditioned my body to do that. 

"C'mon" 

| got to my feet, crouching to keep my head from banging on the plane's hull. Dave's hand eagerly nudged me 
towards the door. | braced myself at the opening, the world a patchwork of reds and golds below me. A few 
patches of hazy whiteness passed before me. Clouds. 


"Wait 


Dave wrapped his arm around my waist to keep me inside the plane. Like | was that eager to hurl to my death. 
| looked over my shoulder at him. He was gesturing to the pilot in some kind of skydiving sign language. He held 
up five fingers and then hooked his thumb to the left. After a few minutes, he removed his arm and then 
patted my back. He adjusted his goggles and then nodded. 


"Jump." 


| shook my head. 
He nodded again and then pointed out the door. "Jump" 


"No. 


He smiled and snaked his hand around my torso. It slithered down and cupped me between my legs. | clenched 
my eyes shut when he squeezed the swell there. Threads of electricity shot through my hips. My legs 
trembled. 


If you don't jump from this plane, | can't jump you on the ground" 


| loosened my grip on the door frame and leaned forward. Then Dave slapped his hand on my back, pushing me 


out. 


Immediately | tumbled upside down and then right-side up. My limbs pulled back from the pressure of the air 
as gravity sucked me towards earth. | tried to remember the postures Dave taught me. | tried to keep my 
bearings. 


Looking over my shoulder, | saw Dave, a growing yellow dot, flying towards me. He looked like the silver surfer 
comic book hero commanding the air around him as he got closer. His arms spread like he had wings. He 
widened his legs to slow his descent. He knew how to manipulate everything to serve his purpose. Why should 
the air be different than any other force or being? 


| felt his hand take hold of my arm and then he glided around to face me; that crazy, Cheshire cat smile still 
on his lips. Suddenly, he grabbed me about the waist, slamming his torso against mine, and sent us into a head- 
over-heel spin. My brain knocked around in my skull. My stomach bounced against my groin and then up into 


my throat. Was he trying to do this? Was he trying to get us killed? 

Suddenly the spinning stopped Our bodies untangled and we just floated, clutching each other's arms. With 
incredible force, his lips pressed to me. | felt like | was still spinning. | was so full of love for him at that 

moment, | thought | might explode. He was right about it all. This was paradise. | wanted it to last forever. 
He backed away from me then and pointed a finger at my shoulder. 


"Huh? What?" 


He slapped his hand to his chest and then pointed at me again. | was confused. | didn't know what he meant. My 


brain was still swimming in my skull. | just wanted him to take hold of me again 


"Pull!" 


| looked down. The ground still seemed so far below us. | shook my head. | didn't want this to end. | wanted to 


continue playing in heaven with him. 
"Fuckl! Pull the fucking cordll!" 
| couldn't move. | was frozen. And even still, | didn't want to. 


He scowled and grabbed a hold of the handle himself. Suddenly he was a blur that quickly exited my line of 


vision and a painful surge of force yanked me to a bone-jarring stop. He'd activated my chute. 

"Davellll" | yelled, 

| couldn't see him below me as | wavered around in the air. | began panicking. Oh my god, did | cause him to 
miss his pull? What if his main chute malfunctioned and he didn't get enough time to activate his reserve? Oh 


my godll! 


| forced back tears so they wouldn't splatter against the plastic of my goggles. I'd never see him that way. My 
chest heaved against the restraints of my harness. Where was he? 


Suddenly, a patch of red snapped out into a rectangle below me. Thank fucking god. He got it. He activated his 
chute. | watched him drift around side to side and then the red flattened and crumpled onto the ground. As | 
made my approach, | tried to steer myself with the maneuver ropes. | wanted to land close to him but | 


drifted too far. 


With a thud and a shock that slammed up from my ankles, | landed. | didn't have the strength in my legs to 
keep myself upright. | fell over; the force of contact knocking the air out of me. 


"You little fucking daredevill" 

| craned my neck around to see Dave walking towards me. He was caring his chute in a wad of red in front of 
his chest. Cords and cables clanked as they dragged along behind him. He'd removed his goggles and helmet, his 
hair blowing loosely in the wind. 

"You think you're some fucking super hero?" 

| shook my head. | didn't have enough air in my chest to say anything yet 

"Any longer on pulling that chute and you'd been a dirt torpedo." 


| got to my knees and tried to stand, but Dave knocked me back down. 


"Where do you think you're going?" 


He lowered himself in front of me and then pushed me onto my back. | propped up on my elbows and watched 
as he began undoing the harness buckles on his chest. When his hands lowered to start on the ones around his 
legs, they paused at his crotch. 

"It makes me so fucking hard," he said breathlessly, "falling from the sky like that.cheating death." 


The black harness made a triangle around the yellow fabric at his groin. He rubbed both his hands up and down 
over it. | saw his fingers tuck around the shape of his penis and stroke it. His eyes glared at me greedily. 


"God, | want you to suck me." 


| quickly snapped off my helmet and yanked my goggles off. When | rose up and leaned toward him, he pushed 


me back down. 
"No, you're the one who deserves the reward. You faced your fear. I'm gonna suck you.” 


In no time at all, he had my harness off me and my jumpsuit unzipped and pulled down to my thighs. | was half 
naked, lying on top of my nylon parachute. 


"Shit, someone's going to see us, Dave." 


"No they won't. | paid the pilot extra not to take anyone else up today. Besides, there's no one for miles." He 


lowered down, kissed me, and then pulled back. "We're completely alone-just you and me." 

| nodded as he slithered down my body. A shudder overtook me as he roughly grabbed my cock and brought it 
into his mouth. | parted his hair in front of me like a shredded ginger curtain and watched his hand pump me. 
Softly, his lips encircled my head. God, it felt good. | closed my eyes. | felt like | was still falling from the sky. 
Suddenly, he pinched my testicles, drawing me back into my body. | tilted my head up to look at him. With dark 
eyes peering at me from underneath the red fringes of his bangs, | could feel his lips pulling into a smile as 
they pressed against the tip of my cock 

"You taste so good, Junior, you know that? | don't like doing this to anyone but you." 

My eyes jutted open 


What the fuck did that mean? Did it mean he was fucking other people besides me? I'm just the only one 
whose dick he liked to suck? 


"Dave?" 


He leapt on top of me and pinned my arms back. | struggled against him. 


"Dave?!" 


He slammed his mouth on mine and forced his tongue into my mouth. | twisted my face away, a trail of spit 


left on my cheek 
"Davell" 
He grabbed my chin and brought my face back to his. 


"Don't. Don't fucking say anything. You know | love you. You know you're the only one. That just came out 


wrong.” 


My eyes glared at him. | felt wounded and made whole at the same time. He'd never said that to me before. 


He'd never said he loved me until then. 
"And you just proved you love me too." 


My eyes shifted back and forth to each of his. My face was shadowed from the sun by the tent his hair 


made around me. It was hard to read his expression 

"Say it, Junior. Say it. | won't laugh now." 

| took a deep breath. My lips parted to say it. Nothing came out. 

He gave a heavy sigh. "That's okay. | know you don't trust me after that last time. | deserve this." 

"No, Dave, |-" 

"No, it's alright. | understand" 

He bent down and kissed me again, this time slow and soft. His lips were slick and slid over mine. | nudged his 
chest so he'd arch his back. | wanted to get to the zipper of his jump suit. | wanted him, all of him. | wanted 


him to make love to me for the first time. For once | wouldn't be just a warm receptacle for his pain. 


When he broke away to let me get the zipper all the way down, | said it. It came out quickly like | was scared. 


Probably because | was. 
"| love you too." 


His eyes came back up to my face. | could see him weakly smile. As he stood up to take the rest of his suit 


off, | noticed it. 


"Oh, shit." 


He looked at me and | pointed towards the sky. Hovering over the staggered blue shadows of mountaintops 


was..a plane. | could just make out the low hum of its engine. 

"What the fuck?" he yelled. "I paid that bastard!" 

He began to pull the jumpsuit back up over his shoulders and then he stopped. 

"| got an idea” 

| watched as he yanked on his wadded up parachute. After cussing and struggling with it for a few minutes, he 
snapped some of it out and brought it up over his head. The sun, filtering through the red nylon fabric, cast a 


rosy hue on us. He stood over me and continued getting undressed. His jumpsuit fell to the ground with a clark. 


"You thought you were going to get out of it, didn't you?" he husked as he lowered himself back on top of me, 
bringing a wave of red fabric with him. 


| laughed. "I'm not trying to get out of anything.” 

Arizona never stays cool for long. It had been warm when we started our little adventure but now it was 
fucking hot. Add to that the fact that we were under a nylon parachute and you shoot it into hell-like 
temperatures. We began sweating instantly. 


"You taste so fucking good." 


He licked a trail on my chest and zeroed in on my left nipple. He sucked it hard and jittered his teeth on it. His 
hand swarmed up my thigh, roughing up the sweat-sticky hair there. Then he brought it between my legs. 


"When | felt how hard you were in the plane, | thought about fucking you right there, but then | thought you'd 


never jump after that." 

"Hah." | sucked in a breath when he bit into my shoulder. "I probably wouldn't have." 

| could hear the whir of nylon brushing against Dave's skin, his hair, as he slid underneath it to get his torso 
between my legs. Droplets of sweat fell from his forehead and hit my face. Some dropped from his chin and 
hit my lip. | quickly sucked the saltiness into my mouth. He looked so beautiful poised over me. His hair was 
stuck all over his face, neck and chest in crooked, dark lines. 


"We're going to have to get your chute cleaned after all of this." 


| chuckled and then he started heaving from a sudden outbreak of laughter. 


He had me perplexed. "What? What's so funny?" 
lm getting ready to clean your poop-shoot." He laughed. "Chute..Shoot:" 
Somehow, that wasn't so amusing to me. "Yeah, that's funny Dave." 


He shifted some more and forced my legs further apart than what was normally comfortable. The heat had 


my muscles and tendons pliable, or maybe that was just the power Dave had over me. 
"Now lets get back to your reward" 
As he slid down my body, the nylon fell against my face. All| could see was red. 


| threaded my fingers into his hair as he cupped my ass in his hands. A tongue swirled around underneath my 
balls and then slid along the path between my cheeks when | pivoted my hips. | loved it when he did this. He 
turned me into a melting, creaming girl when he did it. My heavy breathing raised the nylon up over my face 
and then sunk into my mouth with each deep inhale. It seemed so wrong that something like that should feel so 
good, but then again, it seemed even more wrong that having his dick in my ass did too. After a few minutes 


of his licking, | couldn't help but beg him for it. 
‘Oh god, Dave, fuck my ass." 


He brought his face up over my pelvis and planted soft, raindrop kisses on my cock. It felt so loving, so sweet. 


He'd never been so tender with me. Breathing heavily, he raised up over me. 
"So you're ready, huh?" 


| grabbed him behind his ears and yanked his mouth to me. | wanted to taste my sweat on him, smell my 


scent. He was marked with me, marked by me. He was finally mine. 


A huff of my breath shot into his mouth when he entered me. He pulled back with a struggle to maintain his 
strength in the heat. It had to be something like 120 degrees under this parachute. We could die from heart 
attacks like this. | could die from a heart attack like this. 


"Where's that sweet spot?" he hissed, moving his hips in a circular motion. "Where is it?" 


He leaned back to get his legs folded beneath him, the fabric sloping from his head to me. He ran his hand 
down my chest and used the sweat to lubricate my dick. So lovingly and gently he stroked me. With each lift 
up with his hand, he twisted his fist, causing more friction on me. He rocked his hips while doing this. His cock 
slid in and out with less effort that way, but its effect was a tidal wave of pleasure. My hands tore at the 
fabric in front of me as | arched my back. | cried out. | was shook with it. | trembled. | felt like | had fallen all 
the way down from that airplane, from 10,000 feet. | had just slammed at high speed into rock-solid dirt. 


Dave's arm swished the nylon off me so he could bend back over me. He laid flat on top of me, his mouth next 


to my ear. 
"Say it now, David. Say it now. Tell me" 

He just called me David | hadn't heard him say that in years 
"Tell me you love me, David" 


His rocking back and forth caused the parachute fabric beneath me to scrape like sandpaper on my skin. I'd 
just now felt it. | was getting friction burn on my back and ass. It was beginning to hurt. 


"Say it!" 

| looked up into his eyes. He was gritting his teeth, grimacing. 

"| love you." 

"Say it again" 

"I love you, Dave." 

With a thrust and a guttural moan, he slumped on top of me. He pressed his forehead into the curve of my 
shoulder. My body was flattened underneath his. Each deep breath had a little whine in it and pressed me 
harder into the ground. It took me a couple of moments to realize that the whines were him softly crying. He 
had a lock of my sweat-soaked hair in his hand. 

"I love you," he whispered. 


| circled my arms around him tightly. 


"| love you too, Dave." 


